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LOVE SONGS. 

IN THE STREET. 

Like a breeze from a garden, 
Made sweet with the scent 

Of the fresh blooming lilacs, 
She came and she went ; 

Pure spirit and vision, 
Felt rather than known. 

Fain would I have held her 
And made her my own ; 

But as the unconscious 
Breeze blesses and goes, 

So went she, more blessing 
And blest than she knows. 



IN THE GARDEN. 

When lilacs were in blossom, 
And all the air was sweet, 

] saw her standing tip-toe 
Upon a garden-seat ; 

One hand drew down the clusters, 

The other bent a spray, 
Held it a little minute 

And let it slip away. 

Lilacs, your life is lengthened, 
But you've missed the very best, 

The best brief life of lying 
And dying on her breast ! 



TILL DAYBREAK. 

Away to her, fresh morning breeze, 

Uplift and blow aside 
Her snowy curtain, and with ease 

Approach her undented. 

And lightly kiss her mouth and eyes, 

And lightly lift her hair, 
And blow about her where she lies 

This scent that fills the air, 

Of apple-blossoms sweet, that she 
May, waking, long to know 

What newly-flowering shrub or tree 
Sweetens the morning so, 

And past the cloudy curtain there 
Lean forth, perhaps, to see, 

Sweet, fresh and fair, and unaware, 
Be seen herself by me ! 



TILL MOONRISE. 

'Tis long, long after sunset, 

And cloudless is the sky, 
Yet strangely faint the stars are, 

And strangely faint am I ; 

Behind the hiding mountain 

They know the moon is near ; 
And shining at her window 

Soon will my Love appear. 

— Robert Kelley Weeks. 



HAL'S MISTAKE. 



There were three of us, only, from Hilltop, a little 
quaint, irregular village, nestled high among the 
mountains — Hal Brainard, John Hazard, and I, Har- 
rison Grey, at your service. We messed together, and 
that morning as we drank our black coffee we talked 
matters, over with no sense of restraint. The regi- 
ment, which had been in camp for a month, was to 
march the next day. 

" I shall be glad enough to get out of this," said 
John. " But, by George, boys, it does seem a little 
tough on a fellow to have to go off without seeing 
the folks again. It can't be more than ten miles to 
Hilltop, as the crow flies " — and the speaker, he was 
hardly more than a boy, looked yearningly off into 
the blue distance. 

" It's no use, my lad," answered Hal, while his reso- 
lute face clouded over. " No furloughs will be granted, 
I understand." 



But just then our good Captain Talbot appeared 
at the door of the tent. He had been teacher of the 
High School in the town adjoining ours, and we had 
all been pupils of his. As we gave him the military 
salute, he smiled faintly. 

" It is almost schooltime, boys," he said. " But, first, 
I want to send one of you over to Hilltop, to do an 
errand for me. . Whoever goes can stay all night, but 
must report himself by eight o'clock to-morrow morn- 
ing." 

We looked from one to the other, in a sort of eager 
dismay. At last John — Jack we called him — spoke 
out. 

" Could'nt we all go, Captain? " 

" Not exactly," he answered, laughing. " Orders 
are too stringent. But settle it among yourselves ; 
and let one of 3 r ou come to my tent in an hour." 

The boys in the next tent were singing " Rally 
Round the Flag," at the top of their voices. Some one 
on the other side was whistling " Home, Sweet Home " 
in long and lingering cadence. From the pine woods 
on our left, the morning breezes brought us wafts of 
balsamic fragrance, with now and then an odorous 
breath from the trailing May-flowers. How well I re- 
member it all ! 

I found my voice at length. 

" Let Jack go. He is the youngest." 

But then I bethought me that Hal had something 
in Hilltop that we others had not. He had been en- 
gaged to Thyrza Harrington for nearly a year. 

Glancing at him from beneath my cap, I saw a look 
upon his face that was half defiant, half tender. Then 
he caught up his gun, with a pretence of examining 
the lock. 

" No," Jack answered quietly. " If but one of us 
can go, it must be Hal." 

Hal looked up suddenly, his face glowing with 
something that was not exactly joy. 

"Jack is right," I said. " It must be Hal." 

He dropped his gun, and caught our hands im- 
pulsively. 

"God bless you, boys," he cried. "You make me 
feel like a selfish brute. But it seems to me this 
morning that I would peril my soul's salvation for 
the chance of going to Hilltop." 

" Hurry up, then," we both answered. " You have 
no time to spare." 

We stood in the doorway of our tent, and watched 
the tall, stalwart figure as it dropped out of sight be- 
hind the hill. Then Jack turned to me with a gay 
smile that was somewhat belied by his drooping eye- 
lids. 

" Hal looks like a prince of the blood in his new 
uniform," he said, " and carries himself like one, too. 
What a magnificent fellow he is ! But what is the 
matter with him, Grey? I scent trouble in the air. 
He is not himself, lately." 

Just my own impression, also. But 1 did not care 
to discuss the matter. The day was a busy one ; and 
when night came, we were glad to wrap ourselves in 
our blankets andgo to sleep. 

Hal returned the next morning. 

"Hallo, old fellow, how's Hilltop?" cried Jack, 
dancing around him in a fever of impatience. " Who 
did you see ? How are all the folks ? " 

He soon received a quietus in the shape of sundry 
packets and parcels. Then Hal turned to me. 

" There's no change at headquarters, I suppose ? " 
he said, interrogatively. " We get out of this to-day? " 

I answered affirmatively. 

" The Lord be praised ! " he exclaimed. " I could 
not stand this inaction much longer, Grey ; " and he 
fell vigorously to work, packing his knapsack. 

He had not quite the air of a happy Romeo, whose 
lips were still warm with the kisses of his Juliet. 
But I had no time to puzzle over it, and by sun- 
down we were off. 

This is no war story ; and it is needless to tell of 
our marchings and counter-marchings, our perils, our 
victories and our defeats. It is enough to say that 
we were in Virginia, that vast mausoleum of two 
armies, and that we three Hilltop boys had no reason 
to be ashamed of our record. 

But through it all, and underlying all, there was 
something about Hal Brainard that I could not un- 
derstand. He was brave, even to rashness. But it 
seemed to me more like the recklessness of the man 
who holds his life of little worth, than the bravery of 
him who takes it calmly in his hand, ready, if it is re- 
quired of him, to offer it up in all its full, sweet com- 
pleteness. One evening — it was on the eve of an 
engagement — I ventured to remonstrate with him. 

"You are too reckless, Hal," I said. "A man has 



no right to throw his life awaj' needlessly, even in 
battle. Think what it would be to Thyrza, if you 
were to be left in some nameless grave down here." 

He started as if the bullet had already found him. 
Whether you believe it or not, we three had messed 
together ever since we left Vermont ; we had tramped 
side by side through Virginia mud ; we had shared 
each other's rations and blankets in many a stress of 
danger and fatigue ; but the name of Thyrza Harring- 
ton had never passed our lips since that day in camp 
at Brattleboro'. Hal was always reticent. He was the 
sort of man who held you at arm's length, if he 
pleased ; and an)' subject he chose to ignore was a 
sealed book. He had not chosen to talk of her, and 
so Jack and I had been silent. But that night the 
spirit moved me strongly — and I spoke. 

He started, as I have said, and his bronzed face 
flushed. But after a moment he answered quietly : 

" I do not expect to be killed, Grey ; for I have 
learned, since I came down here, that it takes a deal 
of ammunition to kill one man. But if I should fall, I 
think Th)'rza would manage to endure it," he added 
in a low tone, as he tossed a pebble into the road with 
the toe of his boot. 

"Manage to endure it!" I cried. "What do you 
mean, Hal ? Is she not your promised wife ? " 

"I — suppose — so," he answered slowly, "accord- 
ing to the letter of the law. But what is the letter 
good for when the spirit is gone ? What is the body 
worth without the soul ? " 
The flush had faded, and he was pale as a ghost. 
" I am sure you are beside yourself, Hal," I said, 
laying my hand upon his arm ; " but it will do you 
good to break the silence in which you have wrapped 
yourself. Make a clean breast of it, man, for your 
soul's sake. What is the trouble with you and 
Thyrza ? " 

" Trouble enough," he anwered, doggedly. " I have 
reason to believe that she made a mistake in en- 
gaging herself to me. If I should happen to be 
picked off by one of these infernal bullets," he added, 
grimly, " it would be a fortunate circumstance. It 
would set her free, you see, without any fuss." 

There was a stern compression of his lips, a metallic 
hardness to his voice. Yet Hal Brainard's nature was 
brave, tender, and womanly. I probed him with 
questions as a surgeon probes a wound. 

"And you," I asked, "have you made a mistake, 
too ? " 

" ' If she be not fair to me, 
What care I how fair she be,' " 

he quoted lightly. Then, as if some wave of feeling 
swept over him, tearing his pride from its moorings, 
he seized my hand in a vice-like grasp. 

" I love her ! " he cried, " whether I have made a 
mistake or not. I have loved her all my life long. I 
do not even know when I began to love her. That's 
the worst of it, Harrison Grey." 

We were silent for awhile. The sun dropped lower 
and lower, and the soft twilight wrapped us in its 
tender folds. I knew I should hear the whole story, 
if I had patience to wait for it ; but Hal Brainard was 
not one to be hurried. 

" I do not know that 1 blame her," he said, at last. 
" The truth is, Grey, Thyrza and 1 are too unlike. I 
am no mate for her. She is gay, bright and airy, full 
of sudden sparkles and flashes, that dazzle and be- 
witch me out of my senses. But I cannot follow her. 
I cannot keep pace with her flights. I cannot half 
comprehend her. There is something in her life 
which my life cannot grasp. And then she looks at 
me with a vague, reproachful wonder in her eyes, 
which is too much for my philosophy. She is a sky- 
lark, and I a clod." 

" But admitting your comparison for a moment," 
I said, " skylarks build their nests upon the solid 
ground. Did it never occur to you that your hardy, 
rugged strength might be more to Thyrza Har- 
rington than all the brilliant parts, all the merely 
assthetic cultivation, in the world ? Besides, there is 
a certain sort of knowledge — whether it comes by 
intuition or otherwise, that women gain earlier than 
men." 

Hal shook his head. 

"All very well in the abstract," he remarked, "but, 
you see, it does not touch this case. What is a man 
to do when he sees that the woman who has promised 
to marry him feels deficiencies in him, and when he 
knows that his failure to meet the wants of her 
nature, and to give full sympathetic recognition to 
what she regards as best and highest in herself, is a 
constant trouble to her? Tell me that." 

I was silent, trying to think what I should say— 
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what it was best to say. Presently, his hand fell 
heavily upon my knee. 

"Tell me one thing more," he added, in a low, in- 
tense voice. " What is one to do when he believes, 
even if he does not know of a surety, that there is a 
man in the world — in her world, too — who could be 
to the woman he loves all that he has failed to be ? 
What should he do in such a case ? " 
; " Hal ! " 

: "I believe just that, Grey., I have believed it for 
six-months. Pleasant state of things, isn't it ? " 
| "jNow that you have said that much, you must say 
jnbre," I answered.. " What do" you mean by these 

strange words ? " 

" Have you seen Fayette .Blackmann since he came 
back from Heidelburg ? " 
"Never. Haven't Jiad a glimpse of him." 
"That is because you were away, so much for 
months before we enlisted. He was in Hilltop half 
the time." 

" He used to be a good-enough sort of a fellow 
before he went abroad," I said ; " I hope they have 
not spoiled him over there. But it is not he you are 
talking about ? " 

• " It is, though, he answered, his face darkening. 
"But I tell you what it is, Grey, I will not do the 
man injustice. He is just the one to charm the fancy 
of a girl like Thyrza. He. is all that. I am- not— all 
that she wishes I was. He is interested in all the 
things that interest her— in poetry, music, and every 
thing that I am such a dolt about, He can lead her 
where I only follow her afar off; and with all his 
careless grace of manner, his easy flow of talk, I feel 
like a great, clumsy idiot beside him." 

" Fayette Blackmann may be Adonis and Apollo and 
Mercury all in one, for aught I know," I replied ; " 1 
will not dispute you. But it does not follow that you 
have any occasion for jealousy." 

My words stung him, and he sprang up from the 
log on which he was sitting, 

" Jealousy !" he cried. " Am I jealous ? Do you 
look at it in that way ? Jealous !" 

" But what else is it?" I asked. " Look here, Hal. 
Do you think that because a woman is engaged — or 
married, even — she must become at once blind and 
deaf? I can understand how a cultivated woman 
may enjoy the society of a cultivated man, and yet 
not have the slightest idea of falling in love with 
him." 

I spoke with some heat, for I had always liked 
Thyrza Harrington. 
He turned white as a sheet. 

" You do not comprehend," he said, with a certain 
quiet dignity. " I am casting no aspersions upon 
Thyrza. It is not easy for a man to say what I have 
said to-night ; and you may have misunderstood the 
words wrung from me by pride and passion. I do 
not think she is even aware how this man has come 
in between her and me. But I see it ; and what am 
I to do about it ? Am I to sit still, like a craven, and 
let her drift helplessly into my arms, when I believe 
she would be happier in the arms of another ? What 
ani I to do about it, Grey?" 

"For God's sake, do nothing rash !" I exclaimed, 
drawing him out into the road, where the few remain- 
ing rays of daylight fell upon his face. " I do believe 
you are mistaken, Hal. For God's sake, and for your 
own soul's sake, do nothing rash !" 

" I will not act hastily ; and I will try to do what 
seems to be right," he said, putting his arm over my 
shoulder. " But Life plays at cross purposes with 
us, from first to last." 

He stood for a moment looking off into the west, 
wnere the camp-fires of the Grand Army stretched 
away for miles and miles, twinkling like stars in the 
distance. Near by, our own white tents looked ghost- 
like in the gathering darkness. Occasionally a roll 
of the drums sounded like far-off thunder, or a bugle- 
note shot upward through the stillness. Hal turned 
toward me, smiling sadly. 

" It is just as I said, Grey. If some stray bullet 
would clear up this muddle it would be a lucky thing ; 
but the little devils never find out those who would 
welcome them, and Hal Brainard is the safest man in 
this regiment." 

There was a battle the next day. Poor Jack ! we 
left his sunny, boyish curls behind us on the bloody 
field. I had a ball through my right shoulder ; but 
as for Hal, he walked in the fiery furnace without so 
much as the smell of fire upon his garments. 

It would be weeks — months, perhaps — before I 
could use my arm; and in the hot, sweltering hos- 
pital I longed, with an unspeakable longing, for the 



fresh breezes blowing cool from our mountain peaks ; 
so they sent me home. 

The fatigue of the journey brought on a low, ner- 
vous fever. Thyrza came often to see me. She was 
very quiet and subdued in manner, with a deeper 
womanliness about her that seemed to have been 
gained at the expense of somewhat of the old glow 
and sparkle ; but I thought her lovelier than ever, 
with her soft, grey eyes, and an appealing look about 
the mouth that had grown so wondrously tender. 

She was not inclined to talk much of Hal, and I 
had a sort of uncomfortable consciousness, growing 
out of the recollection of my last conversation with 
the poor fellow, that kept me silent also. 

Fayette Blackmann, as I soon learned, had opened a 
law office in an adjoining town, was building a fine 
house, and was making himself prominent in politi- 
cal circles. He was evidently no mere diletante, 
but the rising man of the county ; and I could but 
acknowledge to myself that if he chose to enter the 
lists he would indeed be a formidable rival. Whether 
he had done so or not, every week brought him to 
Hilltop. 

One evening I saw them ride by on horseback — he 
and Thyrza. Perhaps it was only the exercise and 
the excitement, but there was a glow upon her cheek, 
a light and radiance about her, that I had not seen 
since my return, and Blackmann's eyes dwelt upon 
her in undisguised admiration. My heart hardened 
against them both. 

" It is the old story of the one ewe lamb," I mut- 
tered, as the graceful riders disappeared over the 
brow of the hill. " Verily, verily, history repeats 
itself." 

There was another great battle, and again the heart 
of the nation was stirred to its centre. Two nights 
afterwards, as I sat upon the piazza, with Thyrza Har- 
rington on a low seat beside me, the daily Tribune was 
placed in my hands. 

I opened it. There were the three fearful lists that 
had become so terribly familiar : " Killed," " Wound- 
ed," " Missing." As I ran my eye hurriedly down the 
long columns, in the very first I read the name of 
Hal Brainard. 

My face must have told the tale, for I did not 
speak one word ; but Thyrza sprang up with clasped 
hands, struggled for a moment in a vain effort at 
utterance, and then sank at my feet in a huddled, 
pitiful, white heap. 

My arm was still powerless, and I was, besides, 
worn with fever. I called to my mother, I screamed, 
I shouted ; but there was not a soul within hearing, 
and I could only put back the hair from her white 
forehead, and fan her with that fatal newspaper. After 
a few moments, that seemed ages, she sat up and 
looked about her with an air of bewilderment. 

"The paper," she said at length; "I want the 
paper?' 

I gave it to her silently — what was there to say ? — 
and she looked at the name for a moment with a 
fixed, tearless gaze. Then she slowly gathered her- 
self up, and, with the paper still clasped in her hand, 
walked unsteadily down to the gate and disappeared. 
Months passed. I had been discharged from the 
service, for it seemed impossible that I should ever 
be strong enough to return to the field again. Thyrza, 
a saddened, patient woman now, rather than the 
sparkling, brilliant girl who had so bewitched poor 
Hal Brainard — this Thyrza and I were much together. 
We did not often talk of Hal, but his memory was a 
bond between us, and I knew at last how well she 
had loved him. It had all been a mistake, a mis- 
apprehension on Hal's part, growing chiefly out of 
his own modesty, and the slight valuation that he 
placed upon his own attractions. Fayette Blackmann 
was an old friend, and was betrothed to one of her 
cousins — "only that, and nothing more." The young 
couple were married that autumn, and the beautiful 
mansion received its destined occupant. 

I never told Thyrza what passed between Hal and 
me that night in Virginia. If she had ever noticed 
any change in the tone of his letters, she had evi- 
dently attributed it to the haste in which they were 
often written on the march, or on battle-fields. Why 
should I disturb her? 

I was alone in the cottage one night. My mother 
had gone to watch with a sick neighbor, and I sat by 
the blazing fire lost in a waking dream. It was early 
— for I had just heard the whistle of the evening 
train, though, in those short December days, it had 
been dark for hours. A step upon the piazza startled 
me, and I felt, rather than saw, that somebody was 
looking through the blinds. In another moment, 



Hal Brainard, bronzed, bearded, no disembodied 
spirit, but a living, breathing specimen of magnificent 
humanity stood before me, holding me with his ear- 
nest eyes. 

I pass over the next few minutes. 
" But now, Hal, tell me how it happened," I said, 
when our first emotions had expended themselves, 
and I had him safe in my easy chair. 

He sat looking into the fire for a full minute before 
he answered. His mouth grew stern and hard. 

" Do you remember the last talk we had? " he asked. 
" You must keep that in mind if you would under- 
stand what I have to tell you. The bullets did not 
find me, Grey. I have never had so much as a scratch. 
The man next me in the ranks was blown to pieces, 
but I was taken prisoner, and when, many months 
afterwards, I escaped and made my way to the Union 
lines, I found I had been reported killed. I saw my 
name in an old Tribune, in the dead list. I said noth- 
ing, but I thought the matter over. Our old regiment 
was all broken up. The path seemed plain before 
me. Hal Brainard was dead, and well out of the way. 
Let him rest. He had neither kith nor kin to mourn 
for him. The new soldier who had arisen from his 
ashes would fight as well under another name, and 
Thyrza would be free, after a few salt tears and a pe- 
riod of decent waiting, to marry a man who would be 
more to her than he could ever have been." 

" But," he went on, after a moment's pause, during 
which his face was convulsed with strong emotion ; 
" but Grey, my dear old friend, I did not think they 
would have married so soon," and his voice faltered. 
" I thought they would have waited at least one little 
year. I deserved as much consideration as that from 
Thyrza Harrington — surely I did." 

I was silent for a minute from sheer bewilderment. 
Then I broke out : 

"Married! Why, Hal— " 

" You see I know all about it," he said, interrupts 
ing me ; " else I should not be here. I saw the names 
on the register at Willard's, Grey — 'Fayette Black- 
mann and wife ' — and by the date of the entry it was 
not three months after my supposed death. It stun- 
ned me, Harrison, and it hardened me. Now I have 
run up here to take just one look at you, and then I 
go back to my work again. You will keep my secret, 
I know, and let her think me dead. It is better so." 
My thoughts had worked themselves clear, at last. 
" Excuse me," I said, " I will be back shortly." 
I darted up the street and was at Thyrza's door in 
less than a minute. 

She was looking over a package of old letters, with 
a faint, trembling color in her cheek. 

" Come with me," I cried ; ' "we want you over to 
our house. Never mind your hair ! that's all right." 
But while she was putting on her hood, I looked at 
her. A slight, graceful figure robed in black ; soft, 
wavy brown hair, that had escaped from its confine- 
ment and floated over her shoulders ; gray eyes, with 
a world of pathos in them ; a sweet tremulous mouth, 
and a forehead sealed with Heaven's own look of 
patience. That was what I saw. 

And it was what Hal Brainard saw, when, two min- 
utes afterwards, he turned as I opened the door 
I stole softly away and left them. 
There is not a doubt that my old comrade was 
dreadfully to blame, somehow. But Thyrza forgave 
him — and so do I. — Julia C. R. Dorr. 



A CHINESE SONG. 

He saw in sight of his house, 

At dusk, as stories tell, 
A woman picking mulberries, 

And he liked her looks right well. 

He struggled out of his chair, 

And began to beckon and call ; 
But she went on picking mulberries, 

Nor looked at him at all. 

" If Famine should follow you, 

He would find the harvest in ; 
You think yourself and your mulberries 

Too good for a Mandarin ! 

I have yellow gold in my sleeve." 
But she answered, sharp and bold — 

" Be off ! Let me pick my mulberries, 
I am bought with no man's gold." 

She scratched his face with her nails, 

Till he turned and fled for life ; 
For the lady picking mulberries 

Was his true and virtuous wife ! 

— Henry Rk/iurds, 



